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| cant decide whether | should cook," Ken sighed, caressing his stubbled chin in thought. "Or, | could be lazy and 
order out since you're here. What do you think?" 


| think you shouldn't risk burning your house down trying to boil water," the other man smirked. 


"Boil water?" he laughed. "I'll have you know | can prepare a mean cereal. Anyways, what're you in the mood 
for? Pizza?" 


"Sure." 
While they ate and caught up, Ken couldn't help but notice how the younger man was quieter than he 


remembered. He was usually reserved, so he didn't want to assume sonething was wrong, or ask invasive 


questions in either case. They hardly made eye contact, the other man seemingly looking past him rather than 


at him. 
"Thanks," Greg exhaled, propping his arm up on the table, resting his face in the palm of his hand. 
‘Of course! Anytime." Ken looked into his lowered eyes. “Something on your mind?" 


Greg's eyes met his for less than a second, then he bit his lip. "Not really. Except that | can't drive home." 


His eyebrows rose when he recalled the few beers they had. He nodded slowly before leaving his seat. 

"You can stay the nights" he offered as he cleaned the empty box from the table. 

"Okay. Thank you" 

"You're welcome," he smiled. "The upstairs bedroom is all yours whenever.. you know" 

Greg nodded. "What about you?" 

"Me?" he ran a hand through his hair. "tll be awake for a while. Can't help it. Ive got the couch, I'll be alright" 
"Alright," the other man left his seat, passing Ken on his way upstairs. "Good night, Ken’ 

"Good night, Greg, Im down here if you need anything” 


"Thank you," he replied from the top of the stairwell, turning around to flash him a small smile before retiring 


for the night. 

Ken must've spent an hour or so using his laptop on the living room couch before the sound of soft footsteps 
coming down the stairs caught his attention. He pushed his glasses forward toward his face before looking to 
his right, where Greg turned and disappeared into the kitchen. After what felt to him like ten minutes, he 
didn't see or hear Greg come out. He set the laptop aside before standing and making his way toward the 
kitchen 

"Everything okay?" he asked as he entered. 

Greg faced the window, folding his arms and letting out a heavy, shaky sigh. 


"Yeah... | couldn't fall asleep. | was--" Greg stopped and turned around when a hand touched his shoulder, to 
which his tired, reddened eyes met Ken's. ".getting a glass of.. water." 


Ken stammered. "A-re you sure you're okay?" 

Greg dried his eyes and took a deep breath, then opened them again. "No." 
"Is it a. does this have to do with your--" 

"We broke up." 


‘Oh! Oh, l-- I'm really sorry." 


Ken put his arm around him, and then the other to hug him. Between their close friendship and the more than 
platonic feelings he harbored, he took it upon himself to rid the other man of whatever pain he felt. 


"Do you wanna talk about it?" Ken asked while letting him go. 
"| don't want to talk." 


"That's alright. We don't have to talk," he looked into the other man's blue eyes, wondering what it was they 


were looking at if they weren't on his own. "Is there anything | can do?" 


Greg's eyes flited up to meet his, then back down. If Ken's eyesight served him well, he could see the other 
man leaning forward with slow caution. So he did the same, until there was no empty space between their lips. 
Pulling away, they gazed into each other's eyes. His heart raced as the short, chaste kiss left him wanting 


more. 
Ken kissed his lips again, to which the other man reciprocated almost immediately. Ken's hands found his hips, 
tenderly kneading him before turning both of them around and backing him into the kitchen island. Just as Greg 
bumped into it, he broke the kiss with a gasp, his hand flat against Ken's chest. 

"Not here," he shook his head. 

‘Sorry--" 

"Don't be. l.. let's just go to bed." 

"Okay." Ken's hands dropped to his sides. "We can do that." 

PEO TOTO LOLOL OL OTS 

Ken rubbed his face as he woke up, squinting from the rays of morning sunlight pouring in through the drapes. 
Turning to his side, he reached over to the nightstand to retrieve his glasses. When he put them on and 
turned to his right, he wondered why the other side of his bed was empty despite Greg falling asleep in his 
arms the night before. He didn't think too deeply of it, save for the hope that the other man returned home 
safely. 


He sat upright, mentally preparing himself for the begrudged task of getting out of bed. But he froze in place 


to the sound of a flushing toilet and running sink His eyes remained fixed on the bathroom door until it opened. 
"Morning," he greeted as Greg stepped out. 


The younger man climbed back into bed with a sigh. "Good morning, Ken 


Ken lay on his back and closed his eyes, his hands tucked under his pillow while Greg made himself comfortable 


somewhere in bed, which seemed to be snuggled against the older man’s side. 

"Do you." Greg spoke softly. "feel like finishing what we started?" 

Ken opened his eyes. "Sure." 

Greg left his side to sit on his lap. As Ken mentally recalled the way they paused right before escalating things 
the night before, it occured to him that this was a little more than a rebound. Greg sought out comfort, 
perhaps reassurance as well. Ken was more than willing to give that to him by any means necessary. 

He wanted to remind the younger man that he didn't need the person he previously dated in order to feel 


valued, loved, or beautiful--he already was. And there was no better time to show him than now, as their lips 


met for a slow, deep kiss. 


